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Pindarick Ode 


TO HER 
MAJESTY 
THE 


QUEEN 


Regum timendorum in proprios greges 

Reges in ipfos imperium eft Fovis, 

Clari Gigantes triumpho, 

СипЯа fupercilio moventis. Hor. lib. 3. Od. т. 








Ву Mrs. AUBIN. {Р} 


London, Printed for the Author, 1708. 
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THE 


EXT A 5. ү: 
кедейі Ode 


TO HER © 


THE 


QUEEN. 


Ouzed by the inchanting Sounds of Joy, 
That fhake the trembling Earth and Sky: | 
My Mufe who penfive lay beneath = 
An aged Poplars gloomy Shade, 


And 


[6] 


Апа of the World had taken Leave 


Upon the Earth аршу lad 








Awoke ; and ftraight did: upward fly 
Near the. bright Orbs that. wear iivimortal "A e 
5 e | - 
Surpri ifed the took her “Plight. өші СА 
Thence panting, on the adjacent Mountains lit, 
And with a .gurious Eye; » JE 
Survey'd МАС Rud E TOM И | : 
Impatient fought to шоу, <j 7 
What might іу fum qf, Fates S xm 
CLOS Ro qu 54 


Such Tranfports ould create, 
And blefs the Duíky Кеші феи, 


Т "n 

A tio. * 

Ка \ 
HE 


сад йа mony i 


Filld all the есіні Sky, 





of Love, 


eu 
iu ОЛИ ӨП 


The бзш dune Song 
ай =. а rung 


Of Praife, of Glory, 
OF -Bleffings рай and greater Joys to come, 


d 


And in the ining Courts above, 
2 
| dr [fiot егіз 55, 1i 
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Dn] 
In Shee: of- Tight the ‘Clouds zold Өй», s 
And with new: Beauties alt the Orient (hone. 
Loud Peals of Ácclamations: Кош afar 
Like Clouds of Incence fill’d the, Air s 
At length on Britain’s fhining Coat 
She gazed, in Admiratioa | Lott... 
Thence hears imperfect “Sounds of Моту... 
Eternal Thanks, unutterable Доу, 
And drawing пелет, оби difcerns 
The glorious Tale, 5 17 
Mow Britain's: Arms prévails , 
How flaughter’d Gauls’ in- Ваше (гіп. 
£s Trophies ling оп: the: cortfrious. Plain, 
Our Glory, and their Monarchs lofs proclaim |. 
in Wonder loft, and Extafy, 
She ruminating 004: a while $ 7 


‘There fw the Triumphs of her Nat ive Ше, 


And filent blet the God that , gave. us Vi&ory. .. 
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Then 


(81 
Then ina Rapture стуга, fhall I thus ftupid fand; 
And fee fuch Wondets of the Almighty’s Hand, 
Nor joyn in fuch а’ univerfal Joy 
My feeble Voice ГИ raife 
To fing his Praife, 
Who does our Enemies deftroy. 
But foon refle&ing on the mighty Tafk, 
She blufhing did her felf condemn 
Strait confcious that fo vaft a Theme 
A mightier Genius far did afk. 
But when fhe near the facred Throne, 
Where our great Queen in Regal Power fhone, 
Slowly approach’d with trembling Feet 
Her Breaft with fome bright Power infpiz'd, 
Was with Poetick Raptures fir'd, 
And burnt with vaft Ethereal Heat. 
Pardon then, mighty Queen, if proftrate fhe > 
Dares thus approach thy Sacred Мајебу, 
And on this Glorious Day, 
A fecond Offering рау, To 


[2] 


To Heaven, and Thee : voor. 


With Zeal, fuch, as to that we OWS. - 1-2 2. 


And all the Loyal Duty due, 

From faithfull'ft Subjeds unto You. 

With fuch Affection as а Diety 

Can claim, from our Mortality. . 

I fing the Glories of Your Reign, 

And celebrate our matchlefs Monarchs Name 


The firft, and briglteft in the Book of Fame 


Begin my foaring Mufe, the tuneful Song 
іл charming accents, and in numbers ftrong. 
Urania help, with Fire Divine 
Make all my Labours fhine, 

And guild each fprightly Line. 

Let jos and tranfport every where 
Through ail the labourd Work appear, 
And every Thought the fmiling Air 
Of Extafy, and Rapture я | 
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Rouze 


15] 

Rouze from your Lethargy | 

Ye їй Souls thar И 

hain’ down by Sleep, and Living dye, 

Ana you whom Cares and ее sack, 

Sad Thoughts caft off, no more look back, 

No more complain, your Pains defpife, 

Conquer your Fears, amd fprightly rife 

То Grace this Day, which we to Heav’n Sacrifice, 
And you who lock'd in feftering Chaine, 

The icy Walls of Dungeons hold 

And Prion баё, where banefol Cold 

And meager Famine, Fear and Dread 

ег every Face, Defpair does fpread, 

Rife, and in Smiles forget your Pains, 

Shake all your rufty Fetters in rude Harmony : 
Dance, Leap, Shout, and Sing for Britains Vidory, 
Let every Soul, and every Voice | 
With Zeal harmonioufly rejoyce 

Exch Motley Se&, who bask beneath the Rays 
Of mighty'dt ANN 4's Glorious Days ; 


Whc 


i] 
Who by Her Mercy live at егіс, 
And Serve their Maker as they Ме; 
Enjoy almoft unbounded Liberty 
From Fear, each Contcience free, 
Is bound to celebrate 
The Glories of our State. 
In Gratitude let every Subje own, 
None ете like ANN A fill’d the Englifh Throne, 


No more fall the Proud Haughty Monarch, ті 
The World woulá conquer, and Mankind undo; ; | 
Dare but in thought again to айа ` 
At Univerfal Monarchy 
And England's Diadem. 

No more to Europe, amd its Kings give Laws, | 
His Glory to a hafty Period draws; 

And all his Lawrels, Wither, Fade, -and Dye: 
Beware Ambitious Prince, ете “tis-too late, | 

On numerous Armies, truft no more, 


Heavens Friends will ӨШ: be Gonqueror. 
B 2 


[12] 
Be Wife and tempt по mere your Fate: .. 
Vi&ory, doubtful dogs o'er Armies ftand, 
Till (оте Celeftial МеЛепрет, 
Beauteous, and Bright 45 is the Morning Star, 
Defcending from the Skies, 
The great Creators Pleafure fignifies, 
And brings the dread Command ; 
Then to the jufter Side She goes, 
And with Confufion Heaven's Focs 
Retire in fuch Diforder, and fuch Fear, 
As thine at Hodeflat, Ranilies, 
Blenbeim, and Oudenard did (аге, 
Where all thy former Glories burry'd ly's. 


Recall the Royal Youths, to whom 
Thy boundlefs Hopes, and vaft Defires 
Had promifed to be made the Heirs 
Of glittering Crowns to come. 

Trut not to Fate, the dire Event 


Of Battles you'll too late repent ; 
E’re 


[8] 

Ете to thy trembling City Gates we bear, 
Our conquering Arms Е 
ЕШ all your Countty with Alarms, 

And in your own Dominions keep the War, - 
Kingdoms unjuflly got reftore, 

Nor vainly hope. to conquer more 

with Hecatombs of thy own Subjects buy, 

Not Heaven’s Wrath, and lafting Infamy. 


ANNA is Providences Darling Care, 
Nothing fo infinitely Good as Her; 
Can Pray, ог Ask, of Heav’n in vain. 
Her Prayers obtain Our Vidories,. | 
Her Wifhes ЁШ bring Confirmations from the Skies: 
There in the Immortal Bright Decrees of Fate, 
Tis doubtlefs Writ, 
And he has feen it fit 
To make her both incomparably Good, and Great, 
And with unequall’d Glories Мей her Reign. 


On You, and only You alone, 
Great Monarch of the Britih Throne, 


. CF] 
All Europe's Eyes are call. 
The jarring Nations to You ЁШ fubmit, 
And lay their Differences at Your Feet 
Umpire, and Judge Supreme You Sit. 
The Ballance of all Europe You de Sway ; 
Strangers do by Affection Subjeds grow 
And to Your Scepter bow, 
And readily Obey, 
And fatheft Showers Your Bounty’s taft, 


In vain fhall France, and its АШ 
Try to refift Your Conquering Arms, 

Still from the Fight the -Gallick Soldier flies, 
And treniblés at’ the Trumpets Shril alarms, 
So fwiftly flies the Amotous Sparrow by, 

The eager Hawk purfued, 

So beats his panting Heart, afraid to Dye,. 

Retreats, into лас Wood, | 

Amongft the Thickets hides his Head, 

And in imagination Dead, 

“Feels ail the Pains that Fears rate, 

And (о anticipates his Fate, But 


E 
But once efcaped. he сіре his обе Wings, E т г 
And like a Vidor, ftrait looks up, and Sings. Vip 
So timerous Doves, the Vultur dread, 
So faint refiftance make | 
But from. his Prefence fled, 
Strait to their Homes betake, Е | | Е 
Their coo as unconcern'd, but fy 


At the firit notice of the Enemy. 


Like them the Gauls to You fhall yield, 
So to your Armies leave the Field, 
For an inglorious Peace obliged to fue, 
Тіс noble Principalities, 
The Caftles, Towns, and Fortreffes 
Refign, which they did heretofore fubdueg 
To the ftri& Bounds of their own Alps confin’d 
The Spanifh, with the German Monarchy, | 
Shall fully re-united be. 
And in the noble Houfe of Aufria joyn'd, 
Whilft Britain with united Voice {hall blefs 
The glorious Day that placd you on the Throne, 


Confeffing all our Glories due to you alone: 
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Nor сап we hope for lefs, The . 


МАН Sa 
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Он Millions of Sai adeb с: cue unt up 
Thy Ge зда, “humbly · Heaven implore, i. ү: 
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Жай, loyal Subject promifes io: eê 
` Fiom your fweet aŭd propitious Rig EE 


Nor need“ we . fear. д0; shape i ш vain. pium mE 
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ES те five Chib il igo de DEN ES шы 
For Right Religion, and: our. Lieys Re 


Не. ‘ever efhall,, as; now, yictorious. be Қ" 
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And all. thy Reign. fill with new Glories c сто mh 
Your Fortune equal ‘to your Godlike ith; |... 


n^ 
~ ги 


And. all. the „усне proclaim,- 
Ті Wonders. of. your matchlefs әле, eto 
a Фей, and greuef Quen. on Barth, 
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